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Promis d I ſhould "ſee the houſe, and the family has not | 
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SCENE I. Tb; Cobler's houſe, 


7 | Jobſon and Nell. SI 
Nell. RY THEE, g od Jobſon, ſtay with me to-night, 
and for once make merry at home, 
Fob. Peace, peace, you jade, and go ſpin ; for if I lack 
any thread for my ſtitching, I will puniſh you by virtue 
of my ſovereign authority. - RY | 
Nell. Ay marry, no doubt of that; whilſt you take 
your (ſwing at the alehouſe, ſpend your ſubſtance, get as 
drunk as a beaſt, then come home like a for, 5 one 
like a dog. 55 | N | 
Job. Nounz! do you prate ? Why, how now, brazen 
face, do you ſpeak ill of the goverment ? Don't you know, 
huſly, that I am king in my own houſe, and that this is 
_ treaſon againſt my majefly. : „ 
Ni. Did ever one hear ſuch ſtuff? But I pray you 
pow, Jobſon, don't go to the alehouſe to night. 
Job. Well, I'il humour you for once, but don't grow 
faucy upon't; fer I'm invited by Sir John Loverule's but- 
ler, and am to be princely drunk with punch at the hall 
place, we ſhall have a bowl large enough to ſwim 10, 
Nell. But they ſay, huſband, the new lady will nat ſufe * 
fer a ſtranger to enter her doors; ſhe grudges even a 
draught of fmall- beer to ber own ſervants; and ſeveral of 
the tenants have come bome with broken heads from her 
lady ſhip's own hands, only for ſmelling ſtrong beer in the 
houſe. "th 3 
5 0 A pox on her for a fanatical jade! She has almoſt 
diſtracted the good knight: but ſhe's now abroad feaſting 
with her relations, and will ſcarce come home to-night 3. 
on we are to have much drink, a fiddle, and merry game 
Mell. O dear huſband, let me go with you, we'll be as 
merry as the nighr's long. | : 
Job. Why how now, you bold baggage ! would you 
be carried to a company of ſmooth-fac'd, eating, drink- 
ing, lazy ſerving- meu; no, no, you jade, I'll not be æ 
S A | . cid 0 
Mell. 'm ſure tkey would make me welcome; you 
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been here before, ſince you marry'd and brought me 


home. 


Fob. Why, thou moſt audacious trumpet, dar'ft thou 


Atpute with me, thy lord and maſter? Get in and ſpin, 


dy. 
He that WE the beſt wife, 
She's the plague of his life; | 
But for her who will ſcold and will quarrel, 
Let him cut her off ſhort 
Of her meat and her ſport, - 
And ten times a day hoop her barrel, brave boys, 5 
And ten times a day hoop her barrel. | 


Well. Well, we poor women mutt 1 be flaves, and 


never have any Joy 3 3 but you men run and ramble at your 
pleaſure, 


Job. Why, you moſt peſlitent bagage, will you be 
| hoop I? Be gone. / 
Nell. I muſt bey. | b. 
Job. S ay! now I thi. k on't, here's 61. -pence for you, 
get ale and apples, ftrerch and peff thy ſelf up With lambs 
wool, rejoice and revel by thyſelf, be drunk and wallow 
in thy own ſty, like a grumbiing ſow as thou art, 
| He that has the beſt wife, 
She's the plague of his life, 8&c. [Exeunt 


+ SEENE II. Sir John's, 
Butler, Cook, Footman, Coachman, Lucy, Lettice, Butler. 

Jobſon. I would the blind fiddler and our dancing 
neighbours were here, that we might rejoice'a little, 
Wis « our termagant lady is abroad ; I have.made a moſt 
gs bowl of punch. 

Lucy. We had need rejoice ſometimes. for our deyiliſh 
new 1 1 will never ſuffer it in her hearing. 

But, I will maintain, there is more mirth in a gelley, 
than in our family; Our maſter indeed is the Worthielt 
genileman—nothing but ſweetneſs and liberality. 

Foot. But here's a houſe turn'd topſy turvy, from 
heaven to bell, fince ſhe came hither. 

Lucy. His former lady was all vitue and mildneſs. 


But. Aye, reſt her ſoul, ſhe was ſo; but this is inſpit- 
ed with a legion of devils, who make her lay about her 


like a fur 


Lug. '# am ſore I always feel ber in my bones - if her 
comp n don't pleaſe her, or ſhe looks yellow in A 


— 3 ö morning, 


ot elſe my ep ſhall wind about thy ribs moſt cofound- 
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morhing, I am ſure to look black and blue for i it bees 5 


night. 
Cook. Pox on her! I dare not come within her reach. 


I have ſome ſix broken heads already. A lady, quotha! 
a ſhe-bezr is a civiler animal. 


Foot. Heaven help my poor maſter! this deviliſn ter- 
magant ſcolding woman will be the death of him; I ne- 
ver ſaw a man fo atter'd in all the days of my life. 

Cock. There's a perpetual motion in that tongue of 
her's, and a damn'd fhrill pipe, enough to break the drum 
of a man's ear. 

Enter Blind Fiddler, Jobſon, and Neighbours. 

But. Welcome, welcome all ; this is our wiſh, Hos 
neff old acquaintance, goodman Jobſon! how doſt- thou? 

Job. By my troth, I am always ſharp ſer towards punch, 
and am now come with a firm reſolution, tho' but a poor 
cobler, to be as richly drunk as a lord; I am a true Engliſh 


3 and look upon. drunkenneſs as 008 beſt part of the . 


berty df the ſubject. 


But. Come, Jobſon, we we'll bring out our bowl of punch 
in ſol-mn proceſſion ; and then for a ſang to crown our 


bappinels. [They g0 ont, and return With a bowl of punch, 


Come jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crow tbis vight with pleaſure ; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
| To deſtroy our pleaſure: 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling dawl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
May drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupporr our pleaſure. 
Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian of our treaſure; 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure. 
And as the hours glide away, ; 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And fing thy praiſes that we may 
Live and die with p'eaſure, | 
Ba: The king and the royal family ia a brimmer 
Here's a good health to the king, - 
Aud ſend him a profperous reign ; . 
OC''er hills and high mountains, 
| We'll drink cry the fountains, 
Until the ſup riſes again, brave der 
Duatil che ſun files lin. 
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Then here's to thee my boy boon, 
And here's to thee, my bay boon ; 3 
As we've tarry'd all day 
For to drink down the ſun, : 

So we'll tarry and drink down the moon, brave boys, 

So we'll tarry and drink down the moon. Omnes huzza! 
Enter Sir John and Lady. : 

Lady. O heaven and earth ! What's here within wy 

doors? Is hell broke looſe? What troop of friends are 

here? S rrah, you impudent raſcal, fpeak ! - 

Sir Fehn. For ſhame, my dear. —As this is a time of 
mirth and jollity, it has always been the cuſtom of my 
houſe, to give my ſervants liberty in this. ſeaſon, and to 
treat my country neighbours, that with innocent ſports 
they may divert themfelves. 

Lady. I ſay, meddle with your own affairs, I will govern 
my own houſe without your putting in an oar. Shall 
_ aſk you leave to correct my own ſervants? _ - 

Str Fohn. 1 thought, madam, this had been my houſe, 
and theſe my tenants and ſervants. | : 

Lady. Did I bring a fortune to be thus abus'd and 
ſnub' d before people 2 Do you call my authority in queſ⸗ 
tion, ungtatefol. man? Look you to your dogs and horſes: 
abroad, but it will be my province to govern here; nor 

wil! 1 be controul'd by e'er a hunting, hawking knight 
in Chriſtendom. | 

Sir Feb. Ye gods you gave te me a wife, 

Out of y6ur grace and favour, 
To- be the comfort of my life, 
And I was glad to have her: 
Bur if your providence divine, 
For greater bliſs deſign her, 
To obey your wills at any time, 
1am ready to refigr her.. 
Fhis it is to be married to a continuabtempeſt; ſtrife and 
noiſe, canting, and hypocriſy, are eternaliy a-float—* Vis 
impoſſible to bear it long. . 

Lady. Ve filthy ſcoundtels, and odious jades, Il teach 
you to junket thus, and ſteel my provifions; | ſhall be de- 
vour'd at this ra'e. ; I 

But. | thought, madam, we might be merry once upon 

„„ 12 
' Laay. Holiday, you popiſh cur! is ove day more 
holy than ancther? and if it be, you'll be ſure to get 
drunk upon it, you rogue. [Beats him, ] You minx. 

you 


— ———— §— — . ce — ͤ öß 


THE DEVIL TO PAV. 7 


Fou impudent flirt, are you j'gging it after an abominable 
fiddle? ali dancing is whorilth, huſſy. ugs her by the ears. 
TLucy. O lud! ſhe has pull'd off both my ears. 
Sir John. Pray, madatn, conſider your ſex and quality! 
III btvſh for your behaviour. 8 | 1 
Tady: Coaſider your Incapacity : you ſhal! not inſtruct 
me. Who are you, thus muffl d, you buzzard ? : 
| [ She beats em all, ſobſon ft: als by. 
Fob. I am an honeſt, plain, vſalm-ſioging cobier, ma- 
dam; if your ladyſhip would but go to church, you might 
hear me above all the reſt there. STS | | 
Lady. I'll try thy voice here firſt, viltain. [ /frihes him. 
Fob. Nounz ! what a Pox, what a devil ails you? 
Lady. O profane wretch ! wicked varlet! 
Sir Fohn. For ſhame! your behaviour is monſtrous ! 
Lady. Was ever poor lady ſo miſerable in a brutiſh 
huſband as I am? I that am ſo pious and ſo religious a 
woman! - N f | 
Fob. Sings. He that has the beſt wife, 
She's the plague of his life, g 
But for her that will ſcold and will quarre [ Exit. 
_Lady. O rogue, {coundrel, villain! 


* 4 


= * dir John. Remember modeſty. | 5 {| 
| TLTaay. PH rout you all with a vengeance—Pll ſpoil x 
your ſqueaking treble. - [Beats the fiddler. 1 


Fid. O murder, murder! I am a dark man — which 
way ſhall I get hence — Ob heaven! She has broke my | 
fiddle, and undone me and my wife and children. 

| Sir John. Here, poor fellow, take your ſtaff and be 
gone: There's money to buy you two ſuch; that's your 
'- _ _ way. 3 __ [Exitfiddler. | 
Lady. Methinks you are very liberal, fir; muſt my N 
eſtate maintain you in your profuſeneſs. wy 
Sir John. Go up to your cloſet, pray, and compoſe | 
your mind,” f 0 | 

Lady. O wicked man! to bid me pray. 55 ö 

Sir Jobn. A man can't be compleatly curſt, I ſee, with- ö 
out marriage; but ſince there is ſuch a thing as ſeparate | 
mainte nance, ſhe ſhall to-morrow enjoy tlie benefit of it. 

Of the ſtates in life ſo various, 
 Marriape, ſure, is moſt precarious ; | 
*'Tis a maze fo ſtrangely winding, pr IS } 
Still we are new mazes finding; - 
»Tis an action ſo ſevere, = | 
That nought but death can ſet us clear: | 


e 
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- Happy's the man, from wedlock free, | 
Who knows to prize his liberty. 

Were men wary, 


How they mar: y, 
We ſhould not be öy half ſo full of miſery: - 


, 


T Knocking. ] Here, where are my ſervants? Muſt they be 


trighted from me? Within there—ſee who knocks. N 

Lady. Within there Where are my fluts? Ye drabs, 
ye queans—lights there. Enter Servants. 

But. Sir, it is the doctor that lives ten miles off; he 
praftiſes phyſic, and is an aſtrologer; your worſhip 
knows him very well; he is a cunning man, makes alma- 
8 and can help people to their goods again. 


Enter Doctor. 


Doe. Sir, I humbly beg your honour's pardon for this 


unſeaſonable in, ruſion; but I am benighted, and it is fo 
dark that | can't poflibly find my way home; and know 
ing your worſhip's hoſpitality, deſire the favour to be har- 
boured under your roof to night. 
Lady. Outof my houſe, you lewd conjuter, you magi- 
Clan. 

Do#. Here's a turn !—Here's a change !-—Well, if I 
have any art, ye ſhall ſmart for this. as» 22 


- Sir John. You ſee, friend, I am not maſter of my own 


houſe ; therefore, to avoid any uncaſineſs, go down the 
lane about a quarter of a mile, and you'll ſee a cobler's 
cottage ; ſtay there a little, and Pl] fend my ſervant to 


conduct you to a tenant's houſe, where you'll be well en- 


tertained. 
Doc. I thank you, ſir; ? I'm your moſt humble ſervant 


hut as for your lady there, ſhe ſhall this night feel my 
' reſentment, Ajide. 


Sir John. Come, madam, you and I muſt have ſome 
conference together. 


Lady, Yes; I will have a conference and a . | 
too in this houſe, or Pl turn it opſide down—I will. 


Sir Fobn. Grantme ye pow's but this requeſt,” 
And let who will the world conteſt ; 
Convey her to ſome diſtant ſhore, 
Where I may ne'er behold her more; 
Or let me to ſome cottage fly, 3 
In Freedom arms to live and die. [Excunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. The CI . Nell and the Dr. 
"Nel. Pray, fir, mend your draught, if you pleaſe; - 
are very welcome, mr. ; 
Dot. Thank you heartily, good woman; and to re- 
quite your civility, Pl tell you your fortune. 
Nell. O; pray do, fir; I never had my fortune told me 
in my life. 
De. Let me behold the Sobel yon face ; 3 
Nell. UVa afraid, fir, tis none of the cleaneſt, I hare 
been about dirty work all this day. - 
Doe. Come, come, tis a good face; be not aſham'd 
a of it, you ſhall ſhew it in greater places ſuddenly. 
—C NMI. O dear ſir, I ſhall be mightily aſnam'd; I want 
| dacity when [come before great folks. 
Doc. You muſt be confident, and fear nothing ; thave 
is much happineſs attends you. 
VM. Oh me ! this is a rare man; heav'a be thank'd ! 
Deck. [o morrow before the ſun riſe you ma! be the 
happieſt woman in this country, - 
NI]. How, by to-morrow ! alack a-day [ fir, how 
Can that. be. O 
| Doct. No more mall you be troubled with a ſurly bal. 
” dand that rails at, and ſtraps you. 

: Nell. Lud! how came he to know that ? he muſt be a 
conjuier! indeed my hufband is ſomewhat rugged, and 
in his cups will beat me, but it is not much: he's an 
hoceſt peins- taking man, and I let him have his way. 
Pray, fir, take t'other cup of ale. | 

Dock. I thank Jou. believe me, to- morrow you mall 


be the richeſt woman i' th' hundred, * ride in my own 
coach. 


Ne J. O father! you j:er wee ©; | ; 
Doet. By my art, I do not. But mark my words, be 
con fic! ent, and b:ar all cut, or worſe will follow. 
NL Never fear , fir, I warrant you. O gemini ta coach! 
Nel. My (welling beart now leaps for joy, 
And niches all my thoughts employ ; 
No more ſhall people cal! me Nell, 
Her ad) ſhip will do 2s well: | .. 
D-ck'd-in my golden rich array, } 


) 


% 


Fil in my ehari«t roll away, © 
And ſhine at ring, at ball, and play. 
4 Enter J bſon. N : 
-_ Where is this quean? tiere, Nell | what a p., are 


| 

ö 

| | B y-u | 
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you drunk with your lamb's wool? | 
Nell. O huſband! here's the rareſt man he nas FR 
me my fortune, 1 
Fob. Has he fo! and planted my fortune too, a luſty 
pair of horns upon my head-—Eh,—It's not fo ? 
Dee. Thy wife 1 is a virtuous woman, and thou'lt be 


happy 
Fob. Come out, you "on dog, you jugler, you cheat- 


ing, bamboozling villain, muſt I be cuckolded by ſuch 
; res ns you are, mackmaticians, and almanack makers ? 


Nell. Pr'ythe peace, huſband; we ſhall be rich, and have 
a coach of our own. 
96. A coach! a cart, a wheel- he, you jade 
By the mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, moit confound. 
edly drunk — Get you to bed, you liramper. [ Beats her. 
Nell. O mercy on us 1s this a taſte of my 8000 for- 
tune? 
Doc. You had better not have wad her, you ſurly 
rogue. 
500. Out of my houſe, you villain, or Pl run 1 awl 
up to the handle in your buttocks, 
Doc. Farewel, you paltry flave. 
2 Get out, you rogue. . [Excunt. 


* 


SCENE IV. Changes to an open country. 


Doctor. My litile ſpirits, now appear, 
| Nadir and Abiſhog draw near. 
The time is ſhort, make no del y, 
Then quickly haſte and come awa y 
Nor moon nor ſters afford their light, 
Bur all is wrapt in gloomy night: 
Both men and beaft ro reſt incline, 
| And all things favour my deſigo 
Fra. CLWwWIfhin] Say maſter, <vhat is to . dent. 
Dod My ttri&t commands be ſure attend, 
For, ere this nigbt ſhall have an end, 
You muſt this cobl-1's wife transform, 
And to the knigbt's the like perform. 
With all your moſt ſpecific charms, 
Convey each wife to diff tent arms; 
Let the deluſion, be t6 ſtrung. 7 
That none may know the figbt from wrong. 


— 


| Within. Al! this we will with care perform, 


la thunder, lighiniog, and a ſtorm. [T. bunders 
| SCENE 
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S8 ENE, Jobſon at work, the bed in view. $2 
VW HAT devil has been abroad to-night? I never heard 
; ſuch claps of thunder in my life. I thought my 
little hovel would have flown away; but now all is clear 
again, and a fine ſtar-light morning it is. I'll ſettle my- 
| felf ro work. They ſay winter's thunder is ſummer's 
wonder, : | 


; \ 


Of- alt the trzdes from eaſt to weſt, 
The cobler's paſt contending, 
Is hke in time to prove the belt, 
Which every day 1s mending : 
How g:eat his praiſe who can amend 
The ſoals of all his neighbours, . 
Nor is uamindful of his end, 
But to his laſt ſtill labou 3. a a 
Lady. Heyday! what impudent ballad-ſingiog rogue 
13 that, who dares wake me out of my ſleep ? I'll have you 
flzad, you rafcal. | | 55 
Job. What a pox, does ſhe talk in her ſleep? or is ſhe © 
drunk ſtill? | [ Sings, 


— 


| Dy In B. th a wanton wiſe did dwell, 
. ; As Chaucer he d th wiite, 
| Who wantonly did ſpend her time 
In many a ford deligbt. 
p 1 All on a time ſo ſick ſh: was, 
And ſhe at length did die, 
| And then her ſoul ar Paradiſe 
„ Did knock moſt mightily. 
Lady. Why,-villain, raſcal, ſcreech-owl; who makeſt 
| a worie noiſe than a dog hung in the pales, or a hog ina 
| bigh wind. Where are all my ſervants? Somebody 
come and hamſtring this rogue. [ Knocks 
Fob, Why, how now, you brazen quean ! You mult 
get drunk With the conjurer, muſt you? PII give you 
money another time to ſpend in lamy's-wool, you ſaucy 
jade, ſhall I ? | f HERD 
Lady. Monſtrovs! I can find no bell to ring. Where 
are my ſervants? Fhey ſhail toſs him in a blanket. _ : 
Job. Ay, the jade's aſleep fill ; the conjurer told her 
| the ſhovid keep ber coach, and ſhe is dreaming of her 
equipage. | - 4; -; „ 
| L will come in, in ſpite, ſhe ſaid, | | 


Of all ſuch chutls as thee; | ";\& 
Thou art the cauſe of all our pas, 
Our grief and * 
2 — 


Thou 
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conveyed me hi her, you may varlet? - 
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Thou firſt hroke the commandement, - 
In honour of thy wife: | 
When Adam heard her fay theſe words, | 
He ran away for life. | 
1 Why huſband! Sir John ! will you ſuffer me to 
be thus inſulted? | 


Fob. Huſband !- Sic! ohn ! what a pox, hns ſhe knighted 


me? And my name's Zekel too; a good jelt faith. 


Lady. Ha! be's gone, he is not in the bed Heaven! 
where am I! Foh !] what loathſome ſmells are bere 
Canvas ſheets, and a filthy ragged curtain, a bealily rug, 


and a flock bed. Am I awa 5 or is it all a dream? 


What rogue is that? Sirrah ! where am 1? who brought 
me hither? What raſcal are you? 


Job. Tanis 1 18 amazing F never heard ſuch Dd. 


from her be fore.— If I rake my ftrap to you, I'll make 


you know your huſband ; I Il teach you veer manners, 
you ſaucy drab. 


Lay. ON aſtoniſhing tapadencs| You my huſband, 


fieuk } 1'i1 bave you hang'd, you rogue; I'm a Lady. | 


Let me know who has given me a fl-eping draught, and 


- 


Job. A ſleeping draught! yes, you drunken jade, you 


had a fle-ping dravght, with a pox to ye. What, has not 


your l:mb's-wool\done working yet? | 
Lady. Where am I? Where has my villainous huſband 


put me? Lucy! Lettice! Where ace my queans ? 


Job. Ha, ha, ha! What ſhe call her maids too? The 
guy has made her mad as well as drunk. 
Lady. He talks of conjurers ; ſure I am bewitched ! 


Hal what cloaths are here? a linſey-woolſey gown, a 


calico hood, a red baiſe peiticoat ! I ain removed from 
my own houſe by witchcraft, What muſt I do? What 
will become of me [Horn avinds apithout. 
Job. Hark! the hunters and the merry horns are 
abroad. - Why, Nell „you lazy jade, tis break of day ; 


to work, to work, come, and ſpin, you drab, or Ill tan 


your hide for you. What a pox, mult I be at wotk two 
hours before you in the morning? 


Lady. Why, ſirrah, thou impudent villain, doſt thou 


not Law me, you rogue ? 


Fob. Know you ! yes, I know you well enough, and 


- Vii make you know me before I have done with you: 


Lady. I am Sir 8 10 Loverule's 8 ; how came I 


nete? | 


% 
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| Job. Sir John Loverole's lady No, Nell; not ie 
ſio bad neither; that damn'd. ſtingy, Fanatick whore, 

L | plagues every one that comes near her — the w hole coun- 
N try curſes her. 

Lady. Nay then Pit bold no longer—y ou rogue, you. 
Ton inſolent villain, I'll teach you better manners. 
my | {Flirgs the bed. a and other thirgs at him. 
| 5 Job. This is more than ever I ſaw by her, I never had 
5 an ill word from her before. Come, ſtrap, I'H try your 
* mettle ; I'll ſober you, Iwarrapt you, queas. | 

[ He flraps her—yhe flies at him. 
Lo. I'11 pull your throat out; Vil tear out your 
5 eyes; Jam a lady, firrah, 0 murder! murder! Sit 
bs Jobn Loverule will hang you for this. Murder, murder! 

Job. Come, huſſy, leave fooling, and come to your 
ſpinning, or elſe PIl lamb you, you neyer were ſo lamb'd 
ſince you were an inch W Lake it up, you jade, 
| Olaf ber. 
Lady Hold ! hold ! 111 do avy thing. 
| Job. Oh! I thought I ſhould bring po? to yourſelf 
| Again. ö 
. "bags What ſhall I do? I can't ſpin. -- Aide. 
on II! into my ſtall; 'cis broad day no i⸗i 


e and fr 25. 


- 


Let matters of Nate 
Diſquiet the great, 
The cobter has nought to 0 him; 
Has naught but his wife 5 
To ruffle his life, ; 
And Br he can ſtrap if ſhe vex via. N 
He out of the pow'r | 
Of Fortune, that whore, 
Since low as can be ſhe hes thruſt him; 
From duvs he's ſecure, 
For, being ſo poor, 
| There's none to be found that will wal | 
- Heyday, Ithink the jade's braia is turn'd, 2 bave 
you forgot to ſpin, huſſy? 
Lady. But 1 have not ſorgot to run. ru een try my 


| — I ſhall find ſomebody i in the town, ſure, that will 


Ig | ſuccour me. Lb. runs ont. 


Job. M hat, does me run for't bi after her. | runs out. 
RY SCENE Sir John's Houſe Nell. in bed. 
7. * NMI. What pleaſant dreams I have had to night! 
1 * I was in paradiſe, TO A bed of violets and 
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r fes, and the ſweeteſt huſband by my ſide! Ha! bleſs 
hy: Where am L now? What tweets are theſe? No 


garden in the ſg ring can equal them Am I on a bed — 
The fheets are farſenet, ſure; no linen ever was fo fine. 
What a gay, filking robe have I got—O heaven! I 
dream !—Yet, if this be a dream, I would not wiſh to 


wake again :—Sure, I died laſt night, and went to hea- 
ven, and this is it. 'Exter Lucy. 
. Lucy. Now muſt [ awake an alarum that will not lie fill 


again till midnight, at ſooneſt; ; the firſt greeting I ſup- 


e will be jade, or whore. Madam Madam! 


Nell. O Gemini! who's this? What doſt ſay, ſweet- 
bent, | 
Lucy. Sweetheart! O Lud, ſweetheart ! the beſt vamey' 
J have had theſe three months from her, have been. ſlut 
or whore. What gown and , ruffles will, your ladyſhip 
wear to day? 

Nell. What does ſhe mean? Ladyſhip! gown ! and. 


ruffles Sure I am awake !—Oh! 1 remeber the cun- 


ning man, now. 


Lucy Did your ladyſhip ſpeak? _ 

Nell. Ay, child, I'll wear the ſame I did ls 

Lucy. Mercy upon me !—Child! here's a miracle! 1 
Enter Lettice. 


Let, Is my lady awake? — Have you had her ſhoe or 
ber flipper at your head yet? 8 
| 55 80 Oh no, I'm overjoy'd: ſhe's in the kindeſt hu- 
mour {—Go to the bed and ſpeak to her—Now is your 
time. 

Let. Now's my time! what to have another tooth 
beat out, Madam | 


Nell. What dof fay, my dear ?——O father! what 


would ſhe have! 


Let. What work will your ladyſhip pleaſe to 1 3 


done to. oy? Shall I work plain-work, or Bo to my 
Laching ? 


Mell · Work, child! ! *tis boliday; no work- to day. | 
Let. Oh mercy" am I, or thee awake ? or do we both 
dream : — Here's a bleſt change! , 
Tucy. If it continues we ſhall be a happy family. 
- Let. Your ladyſhip's chocolate is ready 
Nell. Mercy on me! what's that! ſome garment 1 


Jo [A/ede] Put it on then, ſweetheart. oY 
Tet. Put it on— Madam! 1 have taken it cf ; "a 
"_ -10camed 


Nell, a 


— 
2 — — — * — — 
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ell. I mean, put it by; I don't care for drinking now. 
Enter, Cook. | 

Cork. Now I go like a bear to the ſtake, to know her 
ſenryy ladyſhip's commands about dinner. How _y 


raſcally names muſt I becalled ? 


— * 


Let. Oh, John Cook you'll. be out of your wits to 


find my lady in ſo ſweet a temper. 


Con. What a devil, are they all madd? : 

Lucy. Madam, here's the cook come about dinner. 

Nell. Or! there's a fine cook ! he looks like one of 
your geutlefolks. [4/44] Indeed, honeſt man; Pm very _ 
hungry now, pray get me a raſher upon the coals, a piece 
of one milk cheeſe, and ſome white brea-!. 

Cook, Hey ! what's to do here ? my head turns round. 
Honeſt man! I look'd for rogue and raſcal, at leaſt, She's 
ſtrangely chang'd in her diet, as well as her humour. 
| Afde] Tm afraid, madem, cheeſe and bacon will fit ve- 
ry heavy on your ladyſhip's ſtomach, in a morning. If 
you pleaſe madam, Til toſs you up a white fricaſee of 
chickens in a trice, madam ; or what does your ladyſbip- 


think of a veal Ct dee > 


NMI. E'vn what vou will, good cook. 7 
Cook, Good cook | goa d cook | ab ! %tis a ſweet lady. 
Enter Butler. 

Oh! l kifo me, Chip; I am out of my wits—We have the 

kindeſ}, ſweeteſt lady, 

Bur. You ſh: 2mmiag rogue, I think you are out of your 
wits, all of 5 the maid looks merrily too. | 

1 y. Here's the Butler, madam, o know your lady- 
ſhip? s orders. 
Mell. Oh pray, Mr. Butler, let me have ſome ſmall 
beer when my breakfait comes in. 

But. Mr. Butler! Mr. Butler! I wall be turned into 
ſtone with amazement Ade] Would not your ladyſbip 
rather have a glaſs of frontiniac, or lacryme 7 


Nell. O dear! what hard names are theſe ; but I muſt | 
not, betray myſelf. = [¶ AHiae.— Well, which you 2 
Mr. Butler. Unter e ee | 


But. Go, get you in, and be rejoiced as 1 am. 
Cocch. The Cock has been making bis game I know 


not how long. What, do ycu banter too f 


Lucy. Madanr! the Coachman. | 
Coach, I come to know if your ladyſhip — out to 
day, ws which FS have, the coach or chariot? 5 | 
Nell 
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. Nell, Good lackaday —1˙1 ride in the coach, if you 


pleaſe, | 
Coach. The ſky will fall, that 8 certain. Exit. 
Nell. I can hardly think I am awake yet. How well 


pleaſed they all- ſeem to wait upon me !—Oh notable 


cunnivg man{— My head turns round !—I am quite 


- giddy with my ou happineſs. 


Tho! late I was a cobler's wife, 
In cottage moſt obſcur-a, | 
In plain ſtuff gown, and ſhort ear'd coif, 
Hard labour did endur-a: - 
The ſcene is chang'd, Pm alter'd quite, 
And from poor humble Nell. 5 
Vil learn to dance, to reed, and write, 
And from all bear the bell-a: . 
Enter Sir John, meeting bit ſervants. 
But. Oh fir ! here's the rareſt news! | 
Lucy. There never was the like, fir!- You'll be over- 
joy'd and amaz'd! 
Sir Jobn. What are vou mad ?— What's the matter 
with ye ?—How now! here's a new face in my family —— 
What's the meaving of all this? 

. But, Ob, fir, the family's turned opſide down! We 

are almoſt diſtraRted ; the happieſt people ! 

Lucy. Ay, my lady, ſi my lady —— 

Sir John. What 1s ſhe dead? * 

But. Dead Heav'n forbid—O | ſhe's the beſt woman z 
the fweeteſt lady 

Sir Jobn. This is aſtoniſhing 1 muſt go and en- 
quire into this wonder. If this be true, I ſhall rejoice 
indeed. | 

But. Tis true, ür, upon my honour. Long live Sir 
4 and my lady ! Huzzal Enter Nell. 

Nell. I well remember the cunning man warned me to 
bear all out with confidence; or worſe, he ſaid, would fol. 
fow.— I am aſtam'd, and know not what to 40 with all 
this ceremony! I am amaz'd, and out of my ſenſes !—I 
> look'd in the glaſs, and ſaw a gay fine thing I knew not! 
Methought my face was not at all like that I hare ſeen 

at home in a piece of looking-glaſs faſtened upon the cup- 
board; But great ladies, they ſay, bare flattering glaſſes, 
that ſhew them far ünlike themſeives, whilſt poor folks 
glafics Ems them e' eb juli as they are. 


— 
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Fine ladies with an artful grace, TE wn 
Diſguiſe each native feature: 
Whilſt flatt'ring glaſſes hew'the thee; © <= 
As made by art, not nature: _ - 
But we poor folks in home-ſpun grey, 
By patch nor waſhes tainted, 
| Look freſh and ſweeter far than they 
That ſtill are finely p intel. 

Lucy. Oh, madam ! Here's my maſter juſt return'd 
from bunting. Enter Si- John. 

Nell. O gemini! this fine gentleman my huſband! 

Sir John. My dear, I am overjoy'd to ſce my family 
thus tranſported with extacy, which you occafion'd. 

Nell. Sir, I ſhall always be proud ta do every thing 
that may give you delght, or your family ſatisfaction. 
Sir John, By hear'n! I am charm'd—dear creature, 
jf thou contioueſt thus, I had rather enjoy thee than the 

| 2 But can this be real ay. [ * my 

ſenſes ; 


Nell. All that's good above can wimeſs for me, I: am in 
; earneſt. [ Kacels, 
Sir John, Riſe, my deareſts Now: am 1 happy indeed. 
Where are my friends, my ſervants? Call 'em all, and 
let them be witnefles of my happinefs= [Exit:. 
| Nell. O rare ſweet man! He ſmells all over like . 
noſegay.— Heaven preſerve my wits. - | 
O charming cunnivg man! thou haſt been wondrous kind, * 
And all thy golden words do now prove true I find ; 
Ten thouſand tranſports wait. | 
To crown my happy ſtate; _ = 
5 - Thus kiſs'd, and. orels's, | * > 85 
A - oi ne 
| In all this pomp and ſtate : . 
New ſcenes of joy ariſe 
Which fill me with FER . 
My rock, and reel, = 
And ſpinning wheel, 1 
And huſband I deipiſe; _ 
Then, Jobſon, now adieu, 
Thy cobblng till purſue; 
For hence I will pot, cannot, no, nor muſt not, ett to. 
vit. 
SC E N-E, Jobſon? 8 houſe. - Eee Lady. + 
| finds. Was ever lady yet ſo miſerable ? I can't make 
one ſoul in 10 village acknowledge me: They ſore * 
| all 


— — 


18 THE DEVIL. TO PAY. | 
= - all of the conſpiracy. - This wicked huſband of mine has | 
| laid a deviliſh plot againſt me; I muſt at preſent ſubmit, 

that I may hereafter have an opportunity of.executing my ' 
deſign. | Here comes the rogue; 1˙1¹ nods him ſtrangled - 
But now I muſt yield. a | 
Enter. Jobſon. 5 : 

Fob. Come on, Nell, art thou come to thyſelf yet ? 

Lady. Yes, I thank you, 1 wonder what I ail'd ; this 
cunnipg mau has put powder in my drink, moſt certainly. 

Lady. Powder ! the brewer put guod ſtore of powder 
of wa in it, that's all. Powder, quoth ſhe ! ha, ta, ha. 

Zady. I never w:s ſo in all the deys of life. Be | 
Job. Was fo! No; nor I hope ne er will be ſo again, 1 
to pot me to the trouble uf trapping you ſo deviliſhly. _ 

Lady. Pl have that right. hand cut off for that, rogue. 

[ {far} You was ur meiciful to bruiſe me ſo. 

Fob. Well, I'm going to Sir. John Loverule's; all his 

tenants are invited; there's to be rare feaſting and _ 
: ling, add open houſe kept for three months. | 

Lady. Huſband, ſhau't I go with you? 
Job. What the devil ails thee now!— Did I not tell . 
thee 1 | would ſtrap thee for deſiring to go: 5 
mes art at it again, with a pox? + — 

What does the villain mean by ſtrapping, and | 

1 ? [ Ade. 

Fob. Why, I have beep . but ſix weeks, and 
vou long to make me a cuckold already. Stay at home 
and be hang'd:; there's good cold pie in the cupboard, 

but I'll truft thee no more with ſtrong beer, huſſy. [ Exit. . 
Lach. Well, I'll not be long after yon: Sure ] ſhall 41 
t lome of my own family to know me ; they can „„ 
2 in this wicked plot. i 2 a 
7 SCENF. Str Fohn's houſe. = 
Sir Ichs and company enter. 
Sir John, Was ever wan poſfeſt of 
So ſweet ſo kind a u ife! 
Nell. Dear fir, you make be proud: 


... . —— — 
— 
' % 


Cnr. 


— — — — 
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\ Be you but k nd, N 
| Ang you ſhall find - | 
All the good I can boaft of, I OR oy & 
| Shall end but with my life, 3 : 
. Sir John. © Give me thy lips ; : 


Nell. Firſi let me, dear Er, wipe em,; 
Sr Jobn, Was ever ſo ſweet a wife! kuba ber. 
Nell. Thank you, dear liz! N 


: Wo I Ivo 
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1 vo and proteſt, 
I n:'er was fo ki 
22 ͤ ́VIt JT 0 
Sir Foba. Again, and again, my W 
n 
What! joy thus to enfold thee! | 
Nell. What pleaſure to behold thee! 
: Inclin'd again to kiſs ! oy 
Sir Fohn, How r-vtthing the bliſs ! 
Nell. J little thought this morning, 
- | e ever come to this. Da cap6.. 
Enter. Lady. 
Lady. Hee” $2 bus rout and rioting ! you-Girrab, but- 
iet, youu rogue. 
But. Why how now ! Who are you? - | 
L :dy. Impudent varlet! Don't you know your hay! ? 
Bur. Lady! here, turn this mad woman out of doors. 
: Lay. You raſc.l—Take that, furah. 
[ Flings a l, at him. 
Foct. Have a care, huſſy, there's a good pump with- 
out, we ſhall c ol your courage for you. 
IL. ady. ou, Lucy ! have you forgot me too, you minx ? 
Lucy. Forg t you, woman! Why I never remember'd 
you, I never ſaw you before in my life, 


Lady. Ob, the wicked ſlut! III give you cauſe to re- 


member me, I will, huſſy. LP her head cloaths off. - 
Lucy. Murder) Murder! Help 


S:r Fohn, How now ! What uproar s this? 
Lady. Lou Lettice, you flur! Won't you know me nei- 


— 


i ther „„ Help ! help! = | [S:rikes der. 2 


Sir John. What's o do there? 
But. Why, fir, here's a madwoman ealls herſelf my 
5 lady, and is beatiog and cuffing us all ound, 

Sir John. {To lady.) Thon my wife! poor creature, x: 

pity th-e—I never ſaw thee before. 
| Lady. Then it is in vain to expect redreſs. from * 
thou wicked contriver of all my mi erv. 

Nell. How am I amazed ! Can that be 1, thai in my 
cloaths, that have made all this diffurbance ? ? And yet- 
Jam here, to my thinking, in theſe fine cloaths. How 
can this be? I. am ſo confounded and aFrighted, that I be- 
gin to with I was with Zekel Jobſon ag ain. 

Lady. To whom ſhall I apply myſelf, or whither can 
I Ay? Heav'n ! what dg 1 ire Is not that I yonder, 

in 


- 
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| 
| 
. in my gown and petticoat wore yeſterday ; How can it | 
F be! I cannot be at wo places at once. : 3 
| „ Sir John. Poor wietch! She's ſtark mad. 5 1 
] Lady. What, in the devil's name, was I here before | 
: 


; ] came? Let me look iu the glaſs.— Oh. heavens! Il am | / 
- aſtoniſh'd, I don't know myſelt !—It this be I that the 
_ glaſs ſhews me, I never. law myſelf before, 5 
Sir John. What incoherent madneſs is this. x 
Enter Jobſon. . 
Lady. There; that's the devil in my n who 
has robb'd me of my countenance. Is he here too f, 
Feb. Ay, huſly, and here's my ftrap, you quean. - 
3: Net; © dear |. I'm afraid my hufband will beat mes — 
that m on Uther ſide the room there. oo = 
Jeb. I hope your honour will pardon her, ſne was | 
drinking with a ccnjurer laſt night, and has been. mad | 
ever ſince, and calls herſclf my Lady Loverule. ES 
SirFohr. Poor woman ! take care of her ! do not hurt p 
her; ſhe may be cured of this. 


Job. Yes, and pleaſe your worſh'p, you ſhall ſee me - | | 


> 


. * — ow , — r — 
— 4 
3 — — — 


cure her preſently. Huſſy, do you ſze thise? + 5 
Nell. O] p:ay, Zekel, don't beat me. . e 
Sir Fohn, What ſays my. love? Does ſhe in fect ee 


with madneſs too ? 4 
Nell. I am not well pray lead me in. Lex. N. and maids. * 


Job. I beſeech your worſhip don't take it ill of wes ſhe 
ſnall never trouble you more, 


Sir Jubn. Take her home and uſe her kind! y. N 
Lady. What will become of me? [Ex. ] bſon and Lady. 
Ener Foot man. 
Foot. Sir, the doctor who call'd heie laſt ni abt deſires W || 
you. will give him leave to ſpeak a word or two with you, | | 


upon very ea neſt buhnefs. „ ' 
| Sir Jovs- What can this mean ; Bring him! 1 - 5 
Enter De dor. - 


Dao. Lo! on my knees, far, I beg forgiveneſs for what 
I hare done, and put my life-:nto your hands. 
Sir Jobn What me any you 3 
Def. I have exere id my magic att upon your lady: 
I know you have to much honcur to take away my ©} 
life, ſince I might ſtill have conceal” d it, had I plead. - E 
Sir John. You have, now brought mi to a glimpſe of 
mjlery too peer to bear. 2 all my e Few. torn'd |. 
into vikon only ? En] 1 


4 ” 5 of 5 
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n 9 
Doc. Sir, I beg you, fear not; if any harm comes on 
it, I freely give you leave to hang me. $ | 
= Sir Fohn, Inform me what you have done? 
u Doc. I have rransform'd your lady's face fo that fhie 
| ſeems the cobler's wife, and have charm'd her face twta * 
the likeneſs of my lady's ; and laſt night when the ſtorm | 
_ roſe, my ſpirits convey'd them to each other's bed. 
Sir Fchn, Oh, wretch! thou haſt undone me: I am 


curſt with a tempeſtuous wife, a fury whom 1 never 
knew quiet ſince I, had her. 3 
Do#. If chat be all, I can continue the charm for both 
= | their lives. i e 
| Sir John. Let the event be what it will, Fll hang yeu 
| if you do not end the charm this inſtant, 3 
| Dock. I will this minute, fir; and perhaps you'll find 
it the luckieſt of your life: I can aſſure you your lady 
will prove the better for it. 5 . 
Sir John. Hold; there's one material circumſtance I'd 
3 85 . 
Def. Your pleaſure, fir? . 3 
Sir John. Perhaps the cobler has ——You under- 
- Rand me. | 5 FFT 
Doc. I do aſſure you, No: For e'er ſhe was convey'd | 
= | to his bed, the cobler was got up to work, and he ht 
_- done novght but beat her ever fince, and you are. like to 
rea; the fruits of his labour. He'll be with you in a mi- 
1 w-Here he comes. „ Be 


* 


% 


| 5 | Enter Jablohs. © +: 1+ 55 
* Sir John. So, Jobſon. Where's your wife ? 2 

1 Fob. And pleaſe your worſhip, ſhe's here at the door, 
33 but indeed I thought I bg loſt her juſt now; för as 

1bdee came into the hall, ſhe fell into ſuch a ſwoon; that I 
Saen e ſhe would never come out on't again; but a 
tweak or two by the noſe, and half a dozen frank did the 
buſineſs at laſt. Here, where are you, houte wife? 
| LS %%% oo on nf 

Buller holds up the candle, but lets it fall when he fees her. 1 
Bui, O heavenandEarth? Is this wy lady _ - 
Feb. What does he'fay ? My wife chang'd to my lady } ! 

| Cook, Ay, I thought the othet was too good, for our 


2g ad. | 80 55 „ 
1 5 "= [Ts Sir John.] Sir, you are the perſon I have 
- _ moſt offended, and here 8 have been the worſt of 
V Ns . wives 


- fallen from the height of all my hopes, and muſt ſtill be 


1 * — * 
.. 


a 
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wives in every thing, but that I always kept myſelf chaſes 


If you can vouchſaſe once more to take me to your boſom, ' ' 
the remainder of my days ſhall |joyfully be ſpent i in aunty 8 
and obſervance of your will. 5 
| Sir Fob. Riſe, madam, I do forgive you; and if you 
are ſincere in what you fay, you'll make me bappeir than 
all the enjoyments in the world without you could do. 


Fob. What a pox! am I to loſe my wife thus? 
| Enter Lucy and Lettice. 


Lacy. Oh, fir? the ftrangeft accident has kippened—ir | 


has amaz'd us My lady was in ſo great a ſwoon, we 


thought ſhe had been dead. 


Tet. And when ſhecame to herfelf, ſhe proved another 5 
woman. * 


Job. Ha, ha, ha! a bull, a bull. | 
Lucy. She is ſo chang'd, 1 knew her not: T never ſaw 


ber face be fore: O lud! Is this my lady? 


Let. We ſhall be maul'd again. | 
Lucy. I thought our bappineſs was too great to laſt. 


Lady. Fear not, my ſervants. Tt ſhall hereafter be my 1 


endeavour to make you happy. 


. = Sr 7ohn. Perſevere in this reſolution, 215 we mall be 985 
| Vieſt indeed, for life. 


Ku Nel - 


Nell. My head turn's round, I muſt go home. O, Ze- . 
kel! are you there! 


Fob. O lud! is that fine lady my wife J 1 22d I'm 


_ afraid to come near her. What can be the meaning of 
this? ; 


Sir John. This is a happy change, and Pl have it ce- 


Tebrated-with all the joy I proclaimed for my late ſhort- 
liv'd viſion. PE 


Lady. To me *tis the happieſt day I ever Lace; 
Sir Fobn. Here, Jobſon, take thy fine wife. 


Job. But one word, ſir. — Did not vou worſhip make 5 


a buck of me, under the roſe, 
Sir Fobn. No, upon my honour,*nor ever kiſt 55 lips 


till I came from hunting ; but ſince ſhe has been a means 
of bringing about this happy change, I'll give thee five 
hundred pounds home with her ; go buy! a ſtock of lea - 


ther. 
Fob. Brave boys ! Pm a prince- 


lers! Come hither and kiſs jr: Nell, * never ſtrap ew. 


3 | . : Nel : 


Wore. 


-The 1 of cob- 


4 Z : = 2.4 
"} 25 | THE DEVIL 10 Par. e 
Noll. Indeed, Tekel, I have been in fuck x dream, 
|: that I'm quit weary of it. [To Fob/en} Forſooth, madam, 

9 |. will you pleaſe to take your cloaths, and let me have 
mine again. [To Lady Loverule. 
BY Fob. Hold your tongue, you fool, they'll ſerve you to _ 

1 go to church, I Aae. 

Tady. No; thou ſhalt keep them, and ru preferve 

thine as reliques. 


4: Fob. And can yourladyſhip forgive my ſtrapping your 
OE OO; honour m3 ve ee ? 
=; Lady. Moſt freely, The joy of this bleſſed change ſets 
dos of all things right again. 


Sir Fobn. Let us forget erery thing that is paſt, and 
think of nothing now but joy and pleaſure. 
Lady. Let ev'ry face with fmiles appear, 

Be joy in ev'ry breaſt, 
Since from a life of pain and care, 
We now are truly bleſt. 
vir John. May no remembrance of paſt time 
| Our prefent pleaſures ſoil, 
4 TOs Be nought but mirth and joy a crime, 
* iv ; OX And ſporting all our toil. 
| e hope you'll give me leave to ſpeak, 
If I may be ſo bold; | 
There s nought but the devil, and this goa rags 
Could ever tame a ſcold, 


X f 
— * 


Fo 


- 


CONE THE END. 


